
RICHARD MANSF
ROSTAND'S PIA

I.i

Alan Dale Revk
Masterpiece c

Mansl
*

f ADrES, how do yon like your stage
heroes? Do you think that you could
trot away just for once from the

-i.«- II t'-i nK^minol.lv l.ardsnmn nnrl

mnudlinly heroic creatures that you are
'

sked to applaud three times each week.
ith a matinee thrown in? Have you fortitudeenough to say ta-ta to the gorgeouslycaparisoned cavaliers of Anthony Hope

and Stanley Weyman.those masters of
stereotyped romance? Do you suppose that

yau can understand the latest hero, just
Imported from France.a hero, all long nose

and self-sacriflce; a curious combination of
a clown in appearance and a Don Quixote
at heart? If so, read me, for I prate this ,

morning of "Cyrano de Bergerac," the
latest European mania, that came to us,

and took us not wholly unprepared, at the j
Garden Theatre, last night. (

Picture, If you can, a grotesque hero l
adorned with a nose of such uncouth dl- <

mensions that your modern untutored t
tthstnorVfa flrr +/» sinnctii* nnrl acetic acid. Im- u

agine, if you will (and you must), a knight <

to gallant that even Ivanhoe is out-Ivan- ]
hoed. Dress up before your fancy a gay i

cavalier, a devil of a fellow with the sword, '

a veritable poet in thought and word; an c

ardent lover of the most hopeless order; a i

gallant friend and a deadly foe; a hero to 1

fight against a hundred and win; a model t

of impossible unselfishuess willing to push f

the incandescent words of his own love 1

. Into the mouth of soixe other fellow; a gay (

Lothario satisfied to stand in the back- '

ground and let the girl he loved marry the 1

mail she loved,
e

"Ha! Ha!" say you. "But this is the sort
of taek> who could never exist- We might
dream of him In an estasy of romance,

and in our most unsordid mood. Surely
the actor who would dare to Impersonate
this monarch of dashing improbability
should be a geuius. We understand poetry,
but surely this Is poetry gone mad.poetry
wuged to Its extreme."

Rostand a Pure Enchanter.

Yet this is Cyrano de Bergerac, the hero
of M. Edmond Rostand's heroic. comedy...
And Mansfield was the man who tried to
take us last night from rhe sad but l£evit

aj>le prose of to-day into those regions
which are "the stuff that dreams are made
of." Rostand ,is one of the great ro^
mancers.a playwright who (foesn't believe
In noble deeds by the half, or in the mock
jftpularities of Hope and Weyman. Rostand J
is one of those "pure enchanters" who con-1 ,

Jure up those mysteriously thrilling people
that hold us aiul make us wish that to-daj
was sixteen-bundred-and-something. If you
wad "Cyrano de Bergerao".sind pray do
it.your soul will be stirred with the. most
exquisitely impossible romance that poet
lms ever weaved. There are no characters
Hi Shakespeare that "read" like the richly
adorned types of this heroic comedy.
Cyrano was a physical deformity. He was

afflicted with a uose that broke the nasal
records. Yet M. Rostand has shown us j.
that even with this disfiguring protuberance
this character loved, and realizing ms j
physical calibre disdained to push his suit.
He had a nimble tongue and a lively wit,
while Christian, whom his Roxane adored,
was mentally a fool but physically an

.^donis. And through the mazes of this 1

marvellously literary play we are treated '

To stirring fnelojdies singing of the gallantryof Cyrano his unselfishness and his
martyrdom. Rostand pictures for us his
horror when he learns that Roxane loves
Christian, and the instant impulse of selfsacrificethat pushes him to rush the two
young souls together. He is always gay,
fervent, cynical, quarrelsome, ready to
make an enemy, shy of a new friend, but 1
his aon-egotism is the keynote of the play,
rfnd when he dies, fifteen years after
Christian and Roxane's marriage, you say
to yourself (I am always talking of the
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book!) "How beautiful! How touching! If
it were only possible!"
So delicate is the texture of this play as

i literary work that while you read it you
must be tranquil, undisturbed, forgetful of
surroundings. The sound of a cable car

would ruin it all. The odor of a dinner
would dissipate its fragrance. The voice
3f a street urchin crying "Extra!" would
ranish it in bubbles.
Ami this Is wnat we went to see ul

Uarden Theatre last night, hopeful, of
:ourse, and determined to applaud. Those
who had not read It.they were In the malority.wereat a distinct disadvantage.
Those who had read it naturally had lofty
ispirations.
And as "Cyrano" slowly unfurled Itself

t gradually seemed to dawn upon us that

something was lacking. "Was it farce? Was
t pantomime? Was it comic opera with>utthe music? Or was it something enirelynew, to be classified as tragedy-farce?
is I watched it my spirits sank, and I was

,'onscious of an empty and gnawing disapMintmoniThe lovelv classic that I had
ead with a tear In an eye appeared to be

'heavy." You heard long speeches slurred
iver by somebody who looked like a bogeynan,and at whom children would be

'rightened. You were asked to accept as

he acme of poetry the long presentment of

i man in a black coat with a comic valeninenose, whispering love words under a

lark balcony to a bad actor, who scarcely
cnew how to repeat them. This was the
>eautiful balcony scene that in the book

ead superior to the "Romeo and Juliet"

plsode.
There was nothing fantastic about this

Cyrano, except his nose. At times you
jelieved that you had escaped into Weber

"* o KnrloeniiP!
tnii i-i'ieias s ana were wiwumj, <» .,

it others a fervid utterance, and the
idorable language, translated from Rostand,
caused you to sit back aud say, "At last.
1 have waited. It has come."*'And then
back again, you were plunged into the

iepths of perplexity. Mansfield's queer little,jerky utterances, his indistinctness,
irobably caused by a proboscis that leaned
toward his mouth, and a certain involuntaryfarcicality that induced the people to

laugh when they should have cried, made
1 1.... An .111 .ill T.,111 n-Ai-n

|(OU ivuuuei nunc ....

Did Tliey Understand It?

Surely there never was a role that c.il'ed
for sheer genius more than that of Cyrano
Se Bergerac. Any actor might quail at It.
The task of bringing to the logical minds
>t a promiscuous gathering, the superb impossibilitiesof this tragic-comic knight,
night be considered almost Insuperable.
People applauded. They.had begun to unlerstandthe chivalry of the thing when the

;hlrd act had ended. Before that everyhlngwas a chaos of actons, who had no

nore Idea of romance than they had of

trigonometry; or supers who crowu«i mc

stage and said tra.ined "Ha! Hn's!" at accuratemoments, and of important characterswhom not one in every twenty understood.There is always a disposition on the
part of a first night audience to applaud
the unintelligible.because the unintelligible
seems so abstruse, and as though it ought
0 be nice. But until the end of that third
ict "Cyrano de Bergerac" might have been
1 burlesque, and an exceedingly dull one.

Roxane was set forth as a colorless darnel,
nxious to cling to anything that wore

trousers, but preferring Christian because
tie had lovely hair. De Guiche, a splendid
"villain" In the book, posed as an incomnrehensibleperson in* frills and furbelows.
A.n(i Cyrano, as I hare said before, was a

myth. He was a what-ls-it? He was neither
tlsh, flesh nor fowl. Mansfield lacked the
unction that must have distinguished Coluelin'sperformance*. He was wanting in
bonhomie, in ease, in conviction, and in
the poetry.the very creme de la creme of
poetry.necessary to induce an audience to
iceept as a hero a person with a nose offensiveto the eye.
Let me hasten to give him his due. Som«|
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of his long speeches.particularly that famous"Non mercl" utterance of the cynical
literary man.were capitally rendered. He
could be eloquent; he could be impas-
sioned; he" could be frenzied. But that was

ail. He had no idea of the other varied
sides of Cyrano's improbable nature. Any
.when you come to think of It.any well
regulated actor can declaim a hundred lines
and make them "go."

Failed in the Homance

No, this Cyrano de Bergerac never for
once madue us foreet that we were in the
Garden Theatre, near Madison avenue,
with cafes In the neighborhood. He never

lured us Into those purples groves of
romance that Rowland painted so glowingly.He never entranced us and caused
us to forget the horror of his nose. Never,
never, never! There we sat, knowing full
well that we were witnessing a marvelouslycostly production, staged with a lav.
lsh disregard of expense. Puppets, all
these creatures of the epicurean Rowland'sfancy.dolls, marionnettes, any|thing you will, dominated by a clever
actor, whose shrewd but non-subtle brain
declined to open to the romance of the
thing.
With a few exceptions, the characters

were honelesslv Intemreted. Such a Chris-
tlan as that presented by William Courteneywould have carried conviction nowhere.He was loud, amateurish, cold,
unpoetic, Impossible. And the Roxane of
Miss Angliss, a lovely character, frail with
poetry, was a whining, close-mouthed damsel,who might have slipped out of a Madisonavenue seminary for young ladies.
Arthur Forrest was more acceptable as

De Guiche, but his lauguid romance was

too pallid for the occasion. It was Mr.
Av t*. Andrews who distinguished himself.
Mr. Andrews who played the poetical pastry
cook Itagueneau. This actor's diction was a
treat- Tt was the hest thine in "Ovrano
de Bergerac." The ".duenna" of Miss Ellen
Cummins was also a neat little bit that
stood forth conspicuously among the cr»wd
of actors, who were little better than
"supers."
The audience grew warmer as the play

proceeded. They encouraged Mansfield.
They called him out. But people were

chary of expressing themselves. "Cyrano"
Is a classic, and it takes a certain amount
of courage to say that you couldn't understandit. That it was unintelligible to the
manv i« nnrlon In hie: flint neonle waited and
waited for something to come, and were

tired when It Anally carae, frankness must
admit.
The "Cyrano" at the Garden is a magnificentproduction. It reflects credit upon

its star actor, who, although unable to interpretits moods, must be thanked for his
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Mansfield as Gyrano, and H

litest Bits in the I
Die Corned'v" That S

with Wit.
endeavors. If I had not read it before I

went, if I had not known beforehand the

purity of its poetry and the subtlety of its
romance, I don't believe that I would have
sat through three acts. I never knew what
I was looking at. There were times in the
"moon story" episode of the third act when
Mansfield seemed to be burlesquing Jean do
Iteszke in grand opera. There were momentsin the second act when it seemed
to be nothing but a jest. And the first act

was a hopeless puzzle, unsolved, snowing
how Cyrano prevented Montfleury from ap-
pearing upon the stage, but apparently utterlyIrrelevant to the play.
There are few actors who can give us a

dream in all its beauty. There are not
many stars with "whom we can prance away
on noble steeds, to those mystic regions
where people never eat, or drink, or talk
nonsense. TtVeyare few rhetoricians who can

satisfy us with impassioned speeches, and
we have yet to meet a hero who can live
superior to a nose that is a snout.,
But "Cyrano" is a curiosity, and the Gardenwas packed to its very doors. There

was not even room for disappointment. It
was crowded out. ALAN DALE.

Gyfano on Mis Nose.
Ah, no! young hlade! That was a trifle short!
You might have said at least a hundred things
By varying the tone.like this, suppose.l
Aggressive: "Sir. if I had sucn a nose
I'd amputate it!" Friendly: "When you sup
"It must annoy you, dipping in your cup;
"You need a drinking bowl of special shape!"
Descriptive: '"Tis a rock!.a peak!.a cape!
".A cape, forsooth! Tia a peninsula!"
Curious: "How serves that oblong casupla?

nv imt ti, t.nlrl vnnr ink?"
Gracious: "You love the little birds, I think?
"I see you'Te managed with a fond research,
"To find their tiny claws a roomy perch!"
Truculent: "When you smoke your pipe.suppose
"That the tobacco smoke spouts from your nose.
"Do not the neighbors, as the fumes rise higher,
"Cry terror struck. 'The chimney is afire'?"
Considerate: "Take care, your head bowed low
"By such a weight.lest heads o'er heels you go!"
Tender: "Pray get a small umbrella made,
"Lest its bright color in the sun should fade!"
Pedantic: "That beast Aristophanes
"Names Hippocamelelephantoles
"Must have possessed just such a solid lump
"Of flesh and bone, beneath Ms forehead's bump!"
Cavalier: "The last fashion, friend, that hook
"To hang yoftr hat qn ? 'Tis a useful crook!"
Emphatic: "No wind, O majestic nose,
"Can give time cold!.save when the mistral '-lows!"
Dramatic: "When is the monument on view?"
Uiistic: "That thing a nose? Marry-come-unf
" Tis a dwarf pumpkin, or a prize turnup!"
Military: "Point against cavalry!"
Practical: "Put it in a lottery!"
"Assuredly 'twould he the bietrest prize!"
Or.parodying Pyramus's sight.
"Behold the nose that marp the harmony
.Such, my dear *ir, is what you might have said,
Had you of wit or letters tire least iot;
But, O most lamentable man! of wit
Von never had an atom, and of letters
You have three letters only! They spell Ass!
And.had yon had the necessary wit
To serve rue all the pleasantries I quote
Before this "noble audience,.e'en so.
You would not hare been let to utter one.
Nay, not the half or onarter of such jest!
T ts.he tliem from myself all in good part.
But not frotn any other man that breathes!
How Almond Tartlets Are Made.

RAGl'ENEAU.
Beat your eggs up, light and quick;
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imself.

Mansfield Version
cmtil lares

Froth them thick:
Mingle with them while yon beat

Juice of lemon, essence flne; >

Then combine
The best milk of almonds sweet.
Circle with a custard paste

The slim waist
Of your tartlet-moulds; tl^e top

With a skilful finger print
Nick and dent.

Round their edge, then, drop by drop,
In its dainty bed a.

Your cream shed:
In the oven place each mould:
rwappciiriLiK, bimiij uruwuuu

The renowned
Almond tartlets you behold!

The Definition of a Kiss.
Ryrano.A kiss! The word is sweet,
I see not wtay your lips should shrink from it;
If the word bums it,.what would the lriss do?
Oh, let it not your bashfulnejjn affright!
Hare you not all this ,time. insensibly,
Left badinage aside, and, unalarmed,
Glided from smile to sigh,.from sigh to weeping?
Glide gently, imperceptibly, still onward, ,

From tear to kiss,.a moment's thrill!.a heart
beat!

A kiss, when all is said,.what is it?
An oath that's ratified..a sealed promise,
A heart's avowal claiming confirmation..
A rose-dot on the "i" of "adoration,".
A secret that to mouth, not ear, is whispered,.
Rrnah of u Viap'q tdnnr fVtnf mnVpct Httia pfpmnl
Communion perfumed like the Spring's wild flowers,.
rhe heart's relieving in the heart's outbreathing.
When to the lips the soul's flood rises, brimming I
A. kiss, madame. is honorable:
The Queen of France to a most favored lord
Did grant a kiss.the Queen herself!

Picked JJp About the Theatre.
Former President and Mrs. Harrison occupieda box. When asked his opinion of the

play and its star. General Harrison said:
" 'Cyrano de Bergerae' Is a great drama

and Richard Mansfield Is a great actor."

As the crowd was moving into the theatrea rather well-dressed young man edged
his way In. A Central Office detective Immediatelypounced upon him and, pulling
him out of the maelstrom of people, aid:
"Xow get as far away from here as you

can In three minutes, or I'll pull you in."
me young man took to his heels and was

soon lost to view.
"That fellow," said the detective to a

Journal reporter, "is 'Kid* Smith, one of
the most notorious pickpockets in the East."

Mr. Mansfield arrived at the theatre at 6
o'clock. He was very nervous, and sent
out for a bottle of Apollinarls. It took
thirty-five minutes to "make up" his nose.

The eccentric Lawyer Collier, of Chicago,
sat In an orchestra chair. At the end of
the first, act he sent a little note behind the
scenes to Mr. Mansfield, in whlQh ho asked
for the position of understudy to the star.
Up to a late hour last night Mr. Collier had
ljot received a reply.
The ticket speculators reaped a rich harvest.There were six of Ihem at the theatre,and all sold out before tV curtain

rose. Tbey received as high as $10 for a

single seat in the orchestra.

There were 1.650 persons m the playhouse.Fully 500 were turned away, unableto get even desirable s(dueling room,
and 210 canrlage checks were given out.
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The Philadelphia
Ada Peha

Her<
Philadelphia, Oct. 3..The gasconading <

poet, the French Don Quixote, is still the
central figure of "Cyrano de Bergerac".by
kind permission of Augustin Daly.
Higli soc'ety of tl>e Quaker metropolis,

which filled the Chestnut Street Opera
House to-night In the expectation of seeing
the large-nosed hero ecrlpsed by the bluestockingheroine.because Ada Rehan had
been announced as the star of the production,was neatly undeceived. No jot nor

tittle of the poetic-heroic attributes of

Cyrano was sacrificed on Miss Rehan's account.She was satisfied to be simply M.

Rostand's Roxane, added thereto being only
those qualities of voice and manner peculiar
to Afisa Rohan's si vie. and the audience was (
satisfied to have her so.
Mr. Daly's presentation of a star who is

not a star in a piny of which the star is
the soul, was on the whole a success with
the audience, because it never for an instantforgot the hero that was displaced
only In the type of the bills and the programme.The plaudits of a packed gallery
indicated that the managers who have their
eyes on the piece for innumerable road
companies may now safely complete their
preparations.
The poetry, impassioned, having ilio true

ring, stirred the souls of the galleryites,
the huge nose of the hero was a constant
source of delight to them, and no chart was

needed to inform them what It was all
about. Likewise, since there is no copyright,burlesque and farce comedy drania|tists who have designs on "Cyrano de Ber|gernc" may set to work at once. It is
plainly to be seen that if AVcber & Fiokls
lose a minuet* mey wni inuiii.- ci jjitccc u.io

take.
Full of Burlesque Possibilities.

There is a balcony scene that is good
enough and novel enough to warrant old
burlesques of "Romeo and Juliet" being revamped.And as for the humor of the pastryshop scene, with Its Apollo of a head
cook, it teems with burlesque possibilities.

In the first act the surprised audience beganto understand that Mr. Daly had not
used his facile pen to exalt his star. Those
who had witnessed the play in Paris or

London, or had read it in the original, even
n-oito.i t. vnin for the sinirle sneech placed
In the mouth of Roxaiie in tho opening
scene. More, those who know Miss Rehan
by sight, sought for her in vain in the mimic
box at which the lover's glances were directedbefore Cyrano's boisterous entrance
to drive from the mimic stage the actor,
Montfleury, who had incurred his displeasure.
The truth was that Mr. Daly's star appearedin the first act only by proxy, and

without the lines the author bad given to
Itoxane. These few lines Mr. Daly had
caused to fall beneath his expert blue
pencil, the same as all other lines fell
that were not essential to the action or

necessary to develop the essential traits of
the principal characters. Thus, when there
were musquetaires or cadets that were

superfluous they were mercilessly lopped
off. and their speeches with them.

[ The third act, with its scene at Koxane's
balcony, where Cyrano, concealed from her

eyes. breathes the Impassioned woras sue

demands from Christian, and in which she
gives the kiss which precedes the hurried
marriage ceremony to confjmnd the pretentionsof the Cempte de Guiche cemented the
friendship of the audience for the author
and for tne hero and heroine.

The Only Ileal Applause.
The moment the newly wedded pair

emerge from Roxano's house Cyrano revealshimself to the Compte, who, enraged
at the deception practiced upon hint,
breaks his promise to Roxane and orders
Christian to the wars, giving him no time

even In which to give his bride a farewell
embrace. At the end of this, the third
<«(- +v,r> mrvriiiettdn received the only
reaily hearty applause of the evening. Tnere

were half a dozen curtain calls for Richmanand Relian. The audience refused to

distinguish Mr. Daly's star beyond M.
Rostand's hero.
The martial atmosphere of the fourth

act. in which Roxane arrives on the battlefieldIn ttiue to receive the farewell letter
taken from the dead body of Christian,
caused it to be nceepted with soine signs
of interest beyond that which the progress
of the tragedy inspired.
The last act, fifteen years later, representingthe garden to which Roxanc retiredupon the death of her husband, and

in which Cyrano, dying by the hand of an

assassin, reveals his secret by reading in
(he dark Christian's last letter, was receivedwith the respect which most

audiences give to the catastrophe of logicallyconstructed tragedy.
Mr. Daly has cut down the list of speakingcharacters fo half the original number.
Alan Dale will review the Daly version

\
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)f "Cyrano ile Bergerac" in to-morrow'd
Journal.

THE HOTEL TOPSY-TURVY.
At the Herald Square Theatre last night

Now York was given its nrst view ui xi<>tel-TopsyTurvy," further described in the

bills as "the latest Parisian vaudevilleoperetta,in three acts."
Its origin is unmistakable. It is one of

those frothy, noisy, rollicking affairs, with
the trade-mark of Pones Dramatique
stamped "all over it. After hqving enjoyed
two years of uninterrupted tranquility at
lliat birthplace, where it claimed for in
parents Maurice Orddnncau, librettist, and
Victor Koger, composer, additions were
made to the book byi Arthur Sturgess and
Edgar Smith, the score was augmented by
Lionel Moncktou, and il was selected ad
quite a Herald Square offering.

It was lirst tried upon a Washington au->

dienee. where its reception was more than
cordial. This is its cast;
Paul, art student, friend of' Louis........

Mr. Aubrey BouoicaultJ
Lebeau, a clown...". V Mr. Edwin Foy
Laforce, a strong man .'...Mr. Henry Norman
Dremer. father of Cecile Mr. Douglas Flint
Louis, nephew of Moulinet Mr. Frank Do.me
Conite Zarfouli Mr. Alex Law Gisiko
Moulinet, who likes peace ana tranquillity.. ' t

Mr. Ed. J. Connolly
Joseph, servant to Dremer... Mr. Kandolph Curty
Latcrar..;. acrobats Mr. George Ali
Graceux. especially engaged!.... Mr. George Belli
Mmc. Moulinet, wile to Moulinet

Miss Emma Brennan
Cecile, daughter of Djcracr Miss Ethel Jackson

(First appearance he o)
* Mn.ili..,.i \fD«. Virginia ito, i

Marcelle, companion of Cecilo
iMiss Beatrice McKcczia

Mine, Malicorne, landlady of the
ignite Horse Inn Miss Carrie Perkins

Kstelle, member of the circus... Miss Marjorie Hi i. ca
Hose, member of the circus Miss Marie Mulh f

Jennie, member of the circus. ; Miss Bobbie Burns
Flora, proprietress of Cluny's

Colossal Combination Miss Marie Dsessli*
The Droarers and Bi&nehards are rival

woollen drapers in the Hue do Rentier,
decile Dremer and Paul Blanohard ntoer.
fall in love and suffer the Indignation,'of
Oecile'p father, whose ambition has pledged
her for an Italian count, Zarfouli, wuovu.
they have never seen,.
A meeting with the poverty-stricken

count is to occur at tlie AVhltc Horse inn,
in the suburbs of 1'aris. Paul and a friend
of his chance to be occupying the house of
relatives just opposite the iun. A company
of circus players are cast out of the White
Horse for not paying their bills, flora,
the proprietress of the show, in search of
revenge, has her strong man take the sign
of the White Horse Iun from the hostelry
and hang it over tlie house of Paul's relatives.Then she joins hands with Paul to
entertain his sweetheart and her irascible
father.

Al( of the circus company assist and tlio
action is at its height when Paul's relativesreturn suddenly and a boisterous finale
to the second net results. In this act the
circus clown Impersonates the expeclod
Count, and the disgusted' Dremer in the
third act gives his daughter to the man
she loves.
The second act is a wild, swiftly moving

farce and alone holds the piece together.
Marie Dressier as the proprietor of the cii'i
ens and Eddie Foy as the clown won unstintedapplause. Aubrey Bouclcault made
a goon reiiow 01 rnui, i" <j uuci ......

Miss Jackson showed that ho could compose
us well as act. It was a bright musical bi{
entitled. "It's Not the Weather Cook That|
Changes, but the Wind." This, with Key's
song as the Count and Miss Dressler's "The
Ginger Bread Doll," won repeated encores.
The production is handsomely staged and

the costumes arc elaborate and, in some
scenes, very fetching. Last night there
were flowers and palms in profusion In the
lobby and a large audience to give thd
"Hotel Topsy Turvy" a crowded appearance.

Business Notices.
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